CHAPTER XXXVII APPEARANCE AND REALITY
A visit to COON after returning from France I heard thai the Walter,f Hath JSickerts had taken a house at Bath, sonic f hirfy miles from our cottage. We found them living in a largo mansion, with four acres of garden, the sort of house, early Victorian, that suited Walter, He had a fine large room for a studio, his wife a smaller one. There were Italian subjects, squared out 'with broad black lines in charcoal, on which he had been working; in the hall were the prints from which he had taken the subjects; rare prints, he said, so the originals would be little known. He was now using only black, grey and white, with a little yellow ochre. On his chimney piece were delightful casts of grotesque portrait-figures from the time of Louis Philippe by Danton le jeune, rich and fat in their quality of modelling, and throughout the house were amusing Regency and Victorian prints, A large portrait of himself in doctor's robes, by Mrs Sickert, hung in his painting room; he is proud of being a Doctor of Letters, as he was of being the only English foreign member of the Academic des Beaux-Arts of the Institutde France.
We sat down to lunch and gossiped of old days, he with his rich experience of past painters and actors, lie had seen Charles Kean, and described how, in playing a Shak^pear-iaa part, he made coughing sounds before speaking. He spoke admiringly of Marion Terry, of her acting which was more finished than that of her more famous sister, Ellen* And he turned to the paintings by his father on the walls of his dining room, speaking with reverence of his careful, accom* 3*4